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yat most people take the darn stuff 
rely too seriously. Not so the author 
of this hilariously farcical play. He shows 
you Chris Columbus, Ferdinand, and his 
suspicious spouse Isabella, as very funny 
and very living people. We are glad to be 
able to present to you the low-down—the 
inside story on how we all happen to. live 
in America. It appears, ladies and gentle- 
men, that we owe it all toa combination 
of Goldstein’s pawn shop; the Swiss navy, 
and the fact that Chris himself was a 
handsome lad. You’re going to enjoy 
reading this grand comedy, and it plays 


even better than it reads. 
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W hat Price America? 


THE CHARACTERS 


CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS, an explorer. 
FERDINAND, 4 King (of Spain, to be exact). 
ISABELLA, the Queen. 


CARLOS, the Prince, aged sixteen years and bright for his age. 
ANITA, the Princess. 


Time. An April evening, A. D. 1492. 
PLACE. The royal palace. 


THE SETTING 


Is one of the smaller rooms in the palace, certainly not the 
grand Throne Room, for it is after FERDINAND’s regular busi- 
ness hours. There is a door rear right and another in the stage 
left wall. The room may be furnished to taste, and a modern 
living-room effect will fit in admirably with the spirit of the 
play. 
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(The curtain rises, disclosing a room in the palace. The KING 
and QUEEN are seated left center. CARLOS stands back of his 
parents. The Princess is seated at her mother's feet. The ring- 
ing of a bell is heard off right.) 


Kinc. Now who is that, calling at the palace this time of 
night? (Looking at his watch.) Why, it’s nearly ten 
o'clock. (Another ring is heard.) Go to the door, Carlos, 
and see who is there. (CARLOS goes out, right.) That's 
what comes from trying to be a democratic king. 


QUEEN. Maybe it is that distinguished foreigner who called 
yesterday while you were at the club. 


Kinc. You mean the Italian, who has been hanging around 
for a month or more. 


QUEEN, Yes, and I believe he is the same man who tried to 
get an audience with us a year ago. Don’t you remember? 


CarLos. (Entering) It’s Mr. Columbus, and he says he wants 
to see you on a matter of business. 


Kino. Well, show him in. And when he comes, you children 
may be excused. 


(CaRLOs goes out right, and returns at once with COLUMBUS.) 


Caros. Mr. Christopher Columbus. 
[The children go out, left. 


CoLumBus. (Bowing profoundly) Greetings, most gracious 
and illustrious of sovereigns! Blessed are the eyes that 
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behold you. Excellent and beautiful Queen, I kiss the tips 
of the royal fingers. (Kisses her hand.) 


KING. See here, Columbus, you should have more considera- 
tion than to call at this hour. Didn’t you see the sign 
over the door—office hours from 2 to 4? 


Co_umMBus. No, Your Majesty. The hall light was out. 


KiNG. Well, don’t let it happen again. Now, what’s on your 
mind? Spill it fast, for I am going to bed early. 


CoLuMBus. Your Majesty, I have the most wonderful project 
in the world. 


KING. (Resignedly) That's what they all say. 


CoLUMBUS. But listen. This is a most extraordinary proposi- 
tion. I am going to discover America, think of that. And 
I want Your Majesty to come in on the deal, fifty-fifty. 


Kinc. You mean that my part will be to provide the money. 


COLUMBUS. Sire, that is always the prerogative of princes. But 
think what it means. 


KING. Wait a minute. Tell me, first of all, the cost of the 
undertaking. If it runs into big money, I’m not interested. 
It has cost a good deal to get rid of the Moors, and the 
exchequer is low. 


CoLumBus. Ah, that’s just why my proposition should appeal 
to you. With the gold of the New World pouring into 
the royal coffers, Spain will be rich and powerful, mis- 
tress of the seas and banker of the world. 


KinG. It sounds all right. But you haven’t named the figure 


yet. 
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CoLuMBUus. I can do the job for a hundred thousand dollars. 
Kinc. What kind of an outfit have you in mind? 
CoLuMBus. Three small ships. 


Kin. But you can’t buy three ships for a hundred thousand 
dollars. 


CoLtuMBus. Oh, yes, I can. I am getting them from the Swiss 
navy. 


KinG. From the Swiss navy? Impossible! 


Co_umBus. But you see, Your Majesty, the Swiss have signed 
a peace pact with some other nations, and now they must 
have larger ships and heavier guns. 


Kino. Oh, I see. Any passengers? 


CoLtumBus. Not on the first trip. But we shall run regular 
excursions later on, connecting with Panama Mail steam- 
ers for west coast Central American points and Los 
Angeles. 


KiNG. What about cargo? 
CoLuMBus. We shall load up with glass beads. 
KiNG. Glass beads! What’s the idea? 


CoL_uMBus. We shall trade the beads to the Indians for gold. 
The big chiefs will give the beads to their wives for 
diamonds, so the women will let them stay out late nights. 
The women won't know the difference. 


QUEEN. (Significantly) It won't be the first time a woman 
has been given glass beads for diamonds. 


Kinc. Anything personal in that? 
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QUEEN. I didn’t mention any names. 
KING. But you gave me a dirty look, just the same. 


CoLuMBus. Now, my liege, let me tell you about these mar- 
velous lands. 


KinG. Not so fast. Have you thought of the consequences 
of this expedition? 


CoLUMBUS. Consequences? What do you mean? 


KiNG. Merely this. The natives over there are now happy— 
simple, innocent people, with no problems, except how to 
kill each other off. But when you discover and civilize 
them, then the trouble will begin. Think of the revolu- 
tions in those countries. The thought makes me dizzy. 


COLUMBUS. But, Your Majesty 


KING. And up north, too. Compared to what you may get 
started, Pandora’s box was a mere trifle. Think of un- 
employment, farm relief, prohibition and taxes 
Heavens! Pause, Chris, before you start this awful thing. 


CoLUMBUS. But, Your Majesty, suppose these dreadful things 
do happen, America is bound to be discovered sometime, 
and unless we do it, some other nation will. 


KinG. What other nation, for instance? 
COLUMBUS. Well, the Italians. 


KinG. The Italians? Never, unless Mussolini goes along, in 
personal charge of the whole expedition, and he’s too 
busy at home, 


CoLUMBus. Then there are the Portuguese and the English. 
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The English already have their eyes on Plymouth Rock, 
I’m sure. 


KING. Well, if they get Plymouth Rock, it will be nothing to 
crow over. It’s a bleak region, like La Mancha—wouldn’t 
use it for a goat pasture. 


CoLumBus. But, Your Majesty, think of the fame and the 
glory. We shall have streets named after us, cathedrals 
and cities. 


KING. You will do well to get a five-cent cigar named after 
you. Republics are ungrateful, Chris. And suppose you 
do discover America, and get the front page on it, how 
do you know that someone won't discover some other 
continent right afterward? Then what will become of your 
fame and glory? 


CoLumBus. (Enthusiastically) But that is the beautiful thing 
about this deal. There is no other continent left to dis- 
cover. 


KING. Sure of that? 


CoLumMBus. I can show it to you on the map. (Feeling in his 
pockets.) Now what the dickens did I do with that map? 
Must have left it in the side-pocket of the car. I will get 
it. Your gracious leave and pardon, my liege, and yours, 
too, sweet Queen. (Bowing.) 1 will be back in two min- 
utes. [Goes out, right. 


QUEEN. What a perfect gentleman Mr. Columbus is—such 
knightly ways! 


KING. Quite so—coming here after bedtime. 


(Enter from left, CARLOS and ANITA.) 
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CARLOS. Father, may we go to the movies? 
ANITA. I want to go to the movies. 


Kino. At this time of night! I should say not. 


CarLos. But we shall be in time for the second show, and this 
is the last chance to see the Villain of Valencia. 


Kinc. I don’t want you to let those gangster pictures take 
‘your mind off your studies. | 


CarLos. Oh, my studies are all right. I got a B in the for- 
ward pass and you remember I got B plus in tackling. 
We want to go. 


ANITA. We want to go. 


KInG. You are setting a bad example for your sister in being 
so refractory. Why are you so persistent? 


CarLos. I merely want to express myself naturally. You know 
that repression during adolescence is bad. psychology and 
leads to abnormal development. 


Kinc. Now don’t let that worry you, for you are going to be 
a king, and it won’t matter whether you are normal of 
abnormal. Besides, you will have a dictator to tell you 
what to do and say. 


Carios, I don’t want to be that kind of a king. Might as well 
be vice-president. 


KING. That is the only kind of king that functions in these 
times. The king business has fallen on evil days, my son. 


Antra. (Petulantly) It’s so stupid here! I want to go out. 


QuEEN. Why not turn on the radio, Ferdinand? 
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KING. The tubes are shot. I tried to tune in on the Malaga 
Minstrels, this noon, and got 57 varieties of screams, 
whistles and miscellaneous racket. 


QUEEN. You ignoramus! That was the Barcelona Grand Opera 
Chorus, giving the cry of the Valkyrie. 


KING. Is that what it was? I thought it was a fight in a boiler 
factory. The set won’t work, anyway. Now you children 
must be patient and behave yourselves, or I shall send 
you to bed. 


ANITA. To bed at ten! Nothing doing. How do you get that 
way? 


KinG. (Sternly) Anita! 


QUEEN. Come, come, that’s no way for a little princess to talk. 
I'll warrant’ Mr. Columbus’ little boy doesn’t use such 


language. 
Kinc. Why not sing for the children, Isabella? 


QUEEN. (Résing) All right. Mamma will sing for you, chil- 
dren. How would you like to hear “‘ In the Gloaming ’’? 


Car os. It’s O. K. with me. I'll stay if the rest will. 
ANITA. I’m sleepy and will go to bed now. 
(Enter COLUMBUS, right.) 


QUEEN. Here comes Mr. Columbus. You must go now, any- 
way, so run along. (The QUEEN resumes her seat, and 
the children go out, left.) 


CoLuMBUS. Here’s the map, Your Royal Highness. See? And 
here’s America, all right, over here. (Pointing on the 
map.) This is west, see? 
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Kinc. Now wait a moment. How do you know that this map 
is correct? Can you depend on it? 


CoLumBus. Can I depend on it? I hope to tell you I can—I 
made it, myself. 


KING. (Examining the map) What are you going to do when 
you get to the edge, here? (Pointing.) You will fall off. 


CoLuMBus, But, Your Majesty, there is no edge. The earth is 
round, like an orange. 


KING. Round, you say? Now don’t tell me anything like that. 
It’s impossible. 


CoLuMBus. Why impossible, Your Majesty? 


KING. Because the Bible tells of the four corners of the earth. 
Now if the earth is round, there can’t be any corners. 
That’s plain. 


COLUMBUS. But, Perez, the monk at La Rabida, says I’m right, 
and he is a great scholar. 


QUEEN. Oh, Ferdinand, it must be as Father Perez says. He 
was my confessor, you know. He’s a very learned man 
and knows everything. 


Kinc. Why shouldn’t he, when people tell him everything? 
He may be strong on theology, but this is a matter of 
geography. 

CoLUMBUS. It is the modern, scientific view, Your Majesty. 


Kine. Another learned conjecture. But never mind about that. 
Where will you land? 


COLUMBUS. (Pointing again to map in KiNc’s hands) Right 
here. That’s Cuba, our first stop of consequence, That 
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— island, Your Majesty, is the most beautiful land that eyes 
ever beheld. It is the greatest place in the world for sugar 

~ cane, and you may have a monopoly of the sugar busi- 
ness, if you join me in the project. 


KING, Cane sugar? 
CoLuMBus. No limit, Your Majesty. 


Kinc. And here I am, one of the largest stockholders in the 
beet sugar factory of Salamanca. Do you think I am going 
into competition with myself? I haven’t gone loco to that 
extent. 


CoLumBus. (Pointing on map) Well, hete’s Mexico. My idea 
is that we are to control the whole country from the 
Canal up to the Texas-California line. Think of the riches 
of Mexico. We can make Henry Ford’s fortune look like 
a Scotchman’s tip in a cafeteria—gold, silver! 


QUEEN. (Clasping her hands) Oh, Ferdinand, think of the 
~ gold and silver! 


CotuMBus. And oil, too. It’s the greatest oil producing land 
in the world. 


KING. But oil is dynamite to any administration. I don’t want 
a congressional investigation, and we must not corrupt 
our cabinet. I shall have to pass that up. (Hands map to 
COLUMBUS.) 


CoL_uMBus. Then there’s Guatemala, and El Salvador, too. 
Think of the coffee we can control. We'll charge the 
whole world an extra five cents a pound, and split the 
profits. And such coffee! 


KING. Wait a minute. What’s the matter with the coffee we're 
getting now? 
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QUEEN. If you ask me, it’s rotten! 


Kinc. (Angrily) That's because you don’t perk it long 
enough. I wish to heaven you'd never seen that new- 
fangled dingus. Give me my coffee hard boiled. No, 
Chris, you and I don’t Mocha and Java on that issue. 


CoLumBus. What about Nicaragua? 


Kine. Aren’t there bandits enough here in Spain? I have 
plenty of trouble at home. 


QUEEN. (Coldly) Anything personal in that, Ferdinand? 
KiNG. I didn’t mention any names. 
QUEEN. But you gave me a dirty look, just the same. 


CoLumBus. Copper is another big product in those lands— 
millions of tons. 


Kinc. But what can you use it for? There’s only one thing, as 
I recall, that’s made of copper. 


Co.umBus. But think how many of them we'll need, if Spain 
ever goes prohibition. 


Kinc. When that time comes, I'll think about it. (Takes 
cigarette from box, and extends the box to COLUMBUS.) 
Have a cigarette, Chris? 


Co_umBus. No, thanks, Your Majesty. I sing a bit, and I 
must take care of my throat. 


Kino. But cigarettes are good for the throat. Don’t you read 
the ads? 


CoLumBus. I have been so occupied, Your Majesty, studying 
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navigation that I haven’t had time to read the news- 


papets. 


KING. You are certainly behind the times. Have you anything 
else to offer? If so, make it snappy. I’m getting sleepy, 
and I have a meeting with the onion trust in the morning. 
(Puts his hand to his mouth and yawns.) 


QUEEN. (Severely) Ferdinand! Don’t yawn in public. 
KING. But I put my hand to my mouth. 


QUEEN. That won't do, You should entirely cover your 
mouth. 


CoLuMBus. One thing more. All of those ‘lands produce 
bananas. 


QUEEN. Yes, and we have no bananas. 


CoLuMBus. We could control the banana trade of the world. 
Further, every banana peddler would need a push cart. 
We could have a subsidiary corporation making these, 
and, with the push carts, we would have them coming 
and going. We could start out a thousand Wops every 
day. 


KING. Stop, hombre! I see your slant. You are thinking more 
about your own countrymen than you are of the glory 
of Spain. 


COLUMBUS. (Protesting) You wrong me, Sire. You wrong me 
every way. I was thinking of the Greeks—not the Italians. 
You know, when Greek meets Greek, they start a fruit 
stand, and that means bananas. 


KING. I can’t get excited over bananas. They'd never be popu- 
lar here in Spain—too mild, too insipid. 
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Cotumsus. (Diplomatically) Of course, they lack the 
sprightly flavor of garlic. But for a change, Your Maj- 


esty 


QUEEN. (Interrupting) Oh, Ferdinand, a nice juicy banana is 
simply ideal. 


CoLUMBUsS. Then there are cocoanuts. 


Kinc. (Holding up his hand) No, sir! No more nuts in 
Spain, if I can prevent it, and that’s final. Now as to the 
other things you mention, they may be all right. But the 
important point is this—most of them are utterly un- 
known to the public, and it takes money to introduce a 
new atticle to the trade. 


CoLumBus. It won't take so long, Your Majesty. The Ameri- 
can people will take to chocolates and tamales as a duck 
to water, 


Kino. I am afraid, Chris, that you wouldn’t be able to de- 
velop America, even if you succeeded in finding it. You 
are no promoter. Your qualifications are of a different 
order. 


CoLuMBus. Oh, Your Majesty, can you say that? 


KING. You ate too optimistic and enthusiastic. Let me tell you 
the qualifications of the successful promoter. I mean the 
one who can develop a residence suburb, thirty miles 
from a filling station or beauty parlor, and sell all the 
lots in two months. 


CoLumBus. If Your Majesty would deign to advise me. 


Kinc. The genuine promoter is conservative in his attitude, 
and is inclined to underestimate the profits. 
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COLUMBUS. (Incredulously) But Your Majesty 


KiNG. He cautions people against investing too much, and 
warns all not to buy on the instalment plan. 


CoLuMBus. Oh, Your Highness 


KiNG. And he always tells the truth, when a lie would serve 
better. : 


CoLuMBus. (Subdued) I recognize my deficiencies, Your 
Majesty. 


KiNG. Then give up this visionary scheme and try something 
you are fitted for. I have a thought—you sing, so you 
said. Why not try something in the line of inherited 
tendencies? Why not go into grand opera? 


CoLumMBus. (Ecstatically) Oh, Your Majesty, the dream of 
my youth! Would you help me in this? Oh, Sire, when 
I do the Prologue, I make a Caruso record sound like a 
Swede calling a street-car. (Takes a pose, and sings in a 
loud voice.) “I am the prologue.” 


KING. (Rising) Caramba! Silence! If you burst into song like 
that again, within two miles of the palace, I shall have 
you deported. 


CoLuMBus. (In dismay) Deported, Your Majesty! 
KincG. I shall have you sent to—to Seattle. 


CoLUMBUS. (Pleading) Not that! Oh, gracious Sovereign, not 
that! Send me to Oshkosh, Keokuk or Kankakee, but 
don’t send me to Seattle. I don’t want to wear a2 rain- 
coat and carry an umbrella the rest of my life. 


KING. (Siting again) Then put the soft pedal on your vocal 
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aspirations. I am patient and long suffering, but there are 
some things beyond human endurance, and your singing 
is one of them. 


CoLumsus. (Meeé&ly) Yes, Your Majesty. 
Kine. I am sorry, Chris, but I don’t see how I can help you. 


Co.umBus. Oh, Your Majesty, are you going to leave me in 
the lurch like this? Shall I fail to discover the New World 
through lack of vision on the part of our noble Sovereign? 


QUEEN. Oh, Ferdinand, think what it will mean to Spain. 


CotumBus. One final appeal, gracious King. Think of the 
savage tribes in barbarism, in ignorance and sin. Will 
you fail to carry the light to those who sit in darkness? 


Kino. Nobly spoken, Chris. I am glad that human and spiri- 
tual considerations have finally occurred to you. As head 
of this enlightened, Christian state, I shall consider it a 
joy and a duty to bring culture and religion to those 
benighted people. 


CoLtumBus. (Eagerly) Then you will help me? 
Kino. I shall not fail, when the time comes. 


CoLumBus. When the time comes? Now is the time, Yout 
Majesty, the sooner the better. 


Kinc. But America is a big place, and we don’t know yet 
where to begin. 


CoLumBus. Oh, begin anywhere, Your Highness. 


. Kine. (Rising) But you are so unbusinesslike. Don’t you 
realize that before we begin our uplifting efforts, we 
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should know where the oil fields are and the mines of 
gold and silver. 


COLUMBUS. Then I am lost! 


KinG. (Kindly) You might take the matter up with the 
foreign trade section of the Chamber of Commerce. If 
they are not interested, then there’s the Rotary Club. 


(Enter the children, left. The QUEEN 175e5.) 
ANITA. I am ready for the hay, Papa, any time now. 


CarLos. Me, too, for the big sleep. 


Kine. All right, come with me. Papa will put you to bed, 
Anita. 


(The Kine and children move to door left, and the children 
go out.) 


CoLuMBus. God go with Your Majesty. 


QUEEN. Before you tuck in the little girl, see that she has her 
glass of milk and her cigarette. If we are to make a royal 
match for our daughter, we must keep her lithe and 
kissable. 


KING. Righto! Leave it to me. (Goes.) 


CoLumBus, (Shaking his fist in the direction of the KING) 
And we call him a king! A petty, pigeon-livered piker! A 
king of shreds and patches! (Dramatically.) And if that 
be treason— (lowers his voice and looks about cautiously) 
then I hope he doesn’t hear about it. 


QUEEN. Oh, Mr. Columbus, I am so sorry. I was hoping the 
King would help you. 
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CoLuMBus. He’s like all the rest. For more than a year I’ve 
been bending the pregnant hinges of the knee to these 
royal dummies, and they don’t know what it’s all about. 


QUEEN. But, Christopher, that is the lot of all geniuses. 
Think of Homer, walking the streets of seven cities, 
trying to find a publisher. 


CoLuMBus. (Sarcastically) V\l warrant he was turned down 
by boobs who couldn’t tell hexameters from limericks. I 
know publishers. 


QUEEN. But your proposition is so attractive. Why couldn't 
the King see its merits? 


CoLuMBUs. I'll tell you. He’s too parochial. All he can think 
of is an onion trust or a soap merger—small-town stuff! 
But he hasn’t imagination enough to realize that America 
is, to-day, the biggest development out of doors. Think 
of it! And I’ve been turned down by every court in 
Europe. 


QUEEN. Oh, Christopher, I share your disappointment, and I 
realize what you must have suffered. 


CoLuMBUS. Suffering is no name for it. Were I to tell you 
all the grief I’ve had with this deal, it would make 
feneas’ tale to Dido sound like a bedtime story. (B/- 
terly.) I’m disgusted and discouraged. America can go 
undiscovered. I’m done! Me for a card in the wool-comb- 
er’s union, if I ever get home again. 


QUEEN. Don’t say that, Chris. I have faith in you, and I be- 
lieve in your mission. 


CoLUMBUS. Oh, Queen, that gives me new hope and courage. 
All a man needs is that one woman should believe in 
him, And you will help me? 
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QUEEN. Indeed, I will. 


Co_uMBus. (Taking both her hands) Sweet and noble Sov- 
ereign, if other monarchs had your vision and courage, 
what a world this would be! You are indeed a queen. 


QUEEN. (Coyly) You may call me Isabella, Chris. 


CoLuMBUS. Isabella, the fate of the New World is in your 
hands. 


QUEEN. But what can I do? I have no money. If I could only 
realize on my soap securities. But Castile is the lowest it 
has been since the war. 


CoLuMBus. I have it! Pawn your jewels—trings, bracelets, 
brooches, everything. You can get a hundred thousand 
on them at Goldstein’s. Join me in the King’s place, and 
share with me the fame and glory. Just think, your picture 
will be in every American history, and every girl in the 
sixth grade will yearn to emulate your example. 


QUEEN. I will do it, Chris, not only for the sake of America, 
but for your own sake, as well. 


COLUMBUS, For my sake, you say? 


QUEEN. (Tenderly) Yes. I feel you are the only man in the 
world who understands me, and I have much to tell you. 


COLUMBUS. Stop, Isabella! Say no more, for I could not an- 
swer. When beauty pleads, eloquence is dumb. 


QUEEN. Dear Chris, how sweet of you! 


COLUMBUS. Besides, you are so much more rank than I—I 
mean you have so much rank. I am a weak man. I might 
give way. 
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QuEEN. Would I were a lowly village maiden. 


Co.umbus. But then you wouldn’t have the jewels, and you 
couldn’t help me. 


QUEEN. True, indeed, Chris, dear. I must remain a queen. 


Co_umsus. And the Elinor Glyn stuff would be poison to 
our project. 


QUEEN. You are right. The Dante and Beatrice motif must be 
our guide. (Dramatically.) Rebellious heart, be still! Oh, 
Chris, ’tis better to have loved and lost, than never to 
have lost at all. 


Co.umBus. How true that is. And you will do it? You will 
make the sacrifice? 


QUEEN. I will sacrifice anything to help you, Chris, dear. You 
shall have the money to-morrow. 


CoLuMBUS. Then the victory is won, and America is outs. 
Your sacrifice, oh, Queen, will be remembered so long as 
the tides follow the moon. And wherever in the New 
World our triumph shall be told, the people will hold 
you in honor and reverence. 


QuEEN. Are you sure of that? 


CoLumBus. Of course, I’m sure. Without your help, they 
wouldn’t be in America, and aren't they all glad to be 
here? I'll put it to the test. (Comes forward and addresses 
the audience.) All of you who believe this country is a 
good place to live in, please taise your hands—just to 
assure the Queen, you know. Thank you. (Turning to 
the QUEEN.) There now! What did I tell you? 


CURTAIN 
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Quality One-Act Plays 


Hanging Uncle Henry 


A 30-minute farce for 2 men, 2 women, by Homer H. Nugent. 
Easy interior setting. Price, 30 cents. 


Hobart and Emily Wendell are just setting up housekeeping, and hav- 
ing their first quarrel in the process. The bone of contention is where 
they shall hang Uncle Henry’s picture. He wants it over the mantel, 
and she in a dark corner. Cousin George and Cousin Clara come to 
call, and almost clear the air, but each of the loving pair does an 
about-face, and as the curtain falls they’re still at it, but on opposite 
sides of the fence! 


The Old Pinter Place 


A 45-minute, 3-episode comedy for 5 men, 3 women, by Sally 
Shute. Easy interior setting. Price, 35 cents. 


Time: Midnight. Place: A dilapidated farmhouse. A knock on the 
front door! In shuffles the sinister figure of Old Man Pinter, and 
admits Terence Boynton and his party, cold and hungry. They want 
food and shelter, but are frightened by the old house and the old 
Pinter. The second episode contains a terrifying hold-up, illuminated 
by a flickering flashlight, with Old Man Pinter, his sullen wife, and 
his half-wit son, as desperate criminals. The third episode reveals the 
second as a nightmare, and in grateful relief the guests help the 
Pinters to realize one of their fondest dreams. 


How Vulgar! 


A 35-minute comedy for 3 men, 3 women, by Dorothy C. 
Allan. Living-room setting. Price, 30 cents. 


Ada, the Craigs’ maid, used to work for the Mrs. Van Hornley, and 
she knows the correct thing for every possible occasion. She trans- 
forms the Craig home into a sort of Institute of Good Manners, and 
even Tommy, the incorrigible, has to give in to the social proprieties. 
The whole family has been secretly working on a prize contest, afraid 
to let Ada know for fear she’ll think it vulgar. They lose the prize 
only to learn that Ada has won it, and conden puzzles ‘‘ instructive 
as well as amusing.” 


The Grass Is Always Greener 


A 25-minute farm comedy for 4 men, 3 women, by Gertrude 
Allen. Kitchen setting. Price, 35 cents. 


Timothy Field’s wife and family want him to sell his fine farm and 
move to the city, “‘ where there’s something going on.” Along comes a 
stranger who wants to buy the place, and he’s so enthusiastic about it 
that he converts the Field family to liking their own home. There’s a 
surprise ending that will delight you. 


— Quality. One-Act Plays 


Not Tonighi! 


A 35-minute farce for 2 men, 3 women, by George O. Riggs 
and Mannix Walker. Easy interior set. Price, 30 cents. 


Proposing is never easy, but when Chester Frazer tries to propose to 
Rose Bellows while the rest of her family is walking in their sleep, it’s 
impossible. There’s the Admiral, her father, with his trusty, rusty 
cutlass and spy glass, there’s Rose’s mother, who thinks she’s trying 
to reform a young burglar, and there’s Aunt Fay, spouting yards of 
Shakespeare. Chester gives up and . 2s home; Rose is broken-hearted, 
BUT Chester comes back, walking in his sleep, and proposes superbly. 


A Ready-Made Hero 


A 30-minute comedy for 4 men, 3 women, by Fred Hodgkins. 
Easy interior setting. Price, 35 cents. 


Sibley Donner, bored with small-town storekeeping, wants to get $200 
so he can go to New York and be an artist. And he does get tke 
money, but fate and Sibley’s pretty fiancée have other plans for its use. 
Genial “ Mac,” the cop; Mrs. Curry, the gossip; Babe and Al (who 
have pilfering from the cash register down to a fine art); and pep- 


pery Mr. Hackenschmidt, add chuckles and surprises to an entertain- 
ing comedy. 


A Bachelor’s Baby 


A revised acting version of Katharine Cavanaugh’s very 
popular 23-minute comedy for 2 men, 3 women. 
Easy setting. Price, 30 cents. 


Here’s a new version of this delightful comedy, which has been an 
amateur favorite for years. Modernized lines and enlivened action 
make it better than ever. Dick Summers has been handed a baby by a 
woman at a railroad station, who thereupon disappears. He brings it 
back to his boarding house, but the landlady is very suspicious, and 
so’s his fiancée, Elizabeth. And then the police arrive! Dick’s fumbling 
ABER agai create a lot of laughs until Elizabeth saves the day. 


, y eee in, aoe e-} 
. we “al Ye . 
of Fe ae | gf Fish Cure 


a Ee A) BY 30-minute comedy for a man and 3 women, by Randolph 
; Wea Carter. Easy interior setting. Price, 35 cenis. : 


7 y~—7 Soy 
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~ Roger and Edith concoct an ingenious plot to get rid of Aunt Louisa, 

who came to visit for a few days and is staying on forever. But Auntie 

is too smart for them; she sees right through the scheme and gives 

them the fish cure, The remedy promises to be worse than the disease. 

Here’s a play that’s sure to succeed with any type of cast or audience, 
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Quality ~ntertamment 
Collections 


_ EASY IMPROMPTUS, Twenty Bran’ New, Clean and Funny Black- 
outs, by authors who are fun specialists in the entertainment field. 
Casts are of varying lengths, for men and women and the playing time 
ranges from two to ten minutes. They are produceable anywhere, in 
front of a curtain, as blackouts, in a lodge-room, on a bare platform, 
of as parts of amateur revues. Each one of them starts in low gear 
shifts instantly into second and):;2n into high with a roar and a s 
that’s a record breaker. Price, 50 cents. 


EASY NOVELTY NUMBERS. By various authors. Nineteen new and 
original entertainments with all sorts of combinations of characters. 
You'll likely do no better than to go into partnership with the new, 
original, fast-moving and almost rehearsal-less novelty programs we've 
gathered together in this fine up-to-date collection of impromptu en- 
tertainments. There are nineteen choice numbers, each oné a mirth- 
quake of. laughter with the fun topics as varied as the component. parts 
in a boarding house hash. “ Read ’*em and weep” may apply to some 
published entertainments but most certainly not to this omnibus col- 
lection. "IT'were better to say, If you'll read ’em you'll giggle, if you'll 
play "em you'll roll your audience in the aisles and the cash register 
in the old town hall will play a merry tune. You be the judge as to 
how right we are. Price, 50 cents. 


# 


EASY SHORTS. A great big collection of short 
and snappy skits that can be presented most 
anywhere at any time with only one or two re- 
hearsals. By Reynolds Ryan. You won't have 
any trouble building a first-class show of your 
own out of the material in this prize collec- 
tion. It’s got all it takes. There are musical 
novelties, schoolroom acts, an abbreviated first- 
part, talking acts, a ventriloquist specialty, 
pantomimes, stories, conundrums and sugges- 
| tions for short impromptus. They can be per- 
formed on the apron of a stage, on a lodge 
platform or for entertaining in one’s living- 
room they—well, they just fit right in. And 
they are up-to-date, in that they are built for 
tyverybody loves speed, and everyone knows that 
Here's tonic of pleasant flavor. Price, 50 cents. 


Collections 


Quick Comedies 


A collection of twenty 2-to-10-minute comedies for every sort 
of cast and occasion. Price, 50 cents. 


You can produce these midget farces in front of a curtain, as black- 
outs, in a club room, on a bare platform, or as parts of amateur 
revues. Every sort of cast is included—small and large, mixed, all- 
men, and all-women. Each one of them will get that roar of delighted 
laughter from the audience that’s music to the director’s ear. Such 
popular authors as Tom Taggart, William Milligan, Jean Provence, 

| and Anne Martens have contributed to this invaluable collection, And 
the plays themselves are little masterpieces of laughter—“ Braves, 
Arise!”’ wherein the bloodthirsty Redskins find they can’t go on the 
warpath because the Palefaces are paving it, “Hook, Line, and 
Sinker,’ introducing a goofy fisherman that doesn’t want the fish that 
get caught on his hook, “ Let’s Go to the Movies,” a demonstration of 
how easy it is to misunderstand a husband, ‘' Here Comes the Bride” 
in- which, after a surprise opening, a movie director gets a shock, 
Clues,’ a smart detective slips a cog, and a whole raft of other good 

ones. They’re all funny and all clean. 


Easy Entertainments with Music 


A group of semi-rehearsalless, mixed-cast entertainments, with 
a musical feature for each one. Price, 50 cents. 


Novelty and effectiveness are the keynotes of these lively “acts” for 
mixed casts, and each one calls for some simple music as an integral 
part of it. You can use them separately or as parts of a revue or stunt 
night. They're all very easy to do, and require only a piano for the 
music. There's a wide variety of sketches included, but some of the 
highlights are a burlesque musical bull-fight to the tune of “ A Gay 
Caballero,’ a musical pantomime, “The Tune the Salesman Played” 
| (it was ‘“‘ There'll Be a Hot Time in the Old Town”), a Human 
Xylophone act, a clever syncopated mock marriage that’s been used pro- 
| fessionally, and a charming “Sweethearts of Mine’ selection with 
all the old-favorite songs in it. The music required is either familiar 
to every one or included in the text of the book. 
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